in the striking gesture of the indignant husband
who cut oflf his wife's head because she had been
stared at by another man, and then threw it over
the wall of his rival's house, saying, "You may
have her face since you like it so much; it's of
no use to me 1"

Running all the way round the native quarter
of Tank is a mud wall some fifteen to twenty
feet high and several feet thick. Every yard of
it is within sight of a sentry. Native police are
also stationed at intervals throughout the bazaar
on balconies and roofs. But in spite of all this
the Mahsuds continue their raids on the town.
The day before we left Tank we watched an
exciting demonstration of their tactics.

The ponderous gates at the south entrance to
the city were closed and barred. Suddenly the
muffled heads of some Mahsud raiders appeared
over the wall. Pulling themselves up, they
crept stealthily along until they reached the small
courtyard of the shop of a Hindu merchant. A
camel knelt beside some grain bags, tranquilly
chewing his cud. Near-by, a scrawny pariah
dog, curled, nose to tail, slept fitfully. Behind
bolts of cloth, bags of dried peas, and skeins of
yarn slept the unsuspecting merchant and ids